Har  conscience  was  sensitive  and  highly 
cultivated  by  diligent  attendance  on  religious 
ordinances.  No  minister  ever  had  a  more 
reoeptive  hearer,  especially  when  his  utter¬ 
ances  came  backed  with  “Thus  saith  the 
Lord.”  And  I  may  add  that  no  one  had  less 
respect  for  mere  human  opinions  when  put 
in  the  place  of  Scripture  teaching,  or  spoken 
from  the  pulpit  ae  wcri3  of  God.  Often 
hare  I  wished  that  some  of  those  good, 
strong,  though  homely,  common  sense  reli¬ 
gious  ideas  could  be  uttered  in  the  hearing 
of  the  timid,  doubting,  half-hearted  of  the 
Christian  world  ■ . .  .  ... 

Although  she  maintained  a  uniformly 
cheerful  spirit,  she  had  her  times  of  sorrow. 
Of  these  it  is  not  becoming  here  to  speak, 
as  she  never  spoke  of  them  herself.  Yet  I 
have  reason  to  know  that  she  passed  through 
the  school  of  affliction,  and  that  the  deep 
waters  and  billows  of  trial  often  went  over 
her  head.  So  that  she  is  among  that  happy 
throng  of  whom  it  is  said,  “These  are  they 
that  have  come  ont  of  great  tribulation,  and 
hare  washed  their  robes  and  mads  them 
white  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb.”  She  was 
an  apt  scholar  in  this  school,  and  henoe, 
nnlike  many  wayward,  querulous  believers, 
she  was  made  wiser,  better,  happier  by  them. 

The  loving  Father  never  suffers  His  chil¬ 
dren  to  fall  into  trouble  but  He  means  to 
make  it  work  together  with  other  things  for 
their  good,  and  good  will  always  follow 
affliction  improved. 

It  would  not  be  proper,  even  if  I  were 
able,  to  say  much  of  her  direct  preparation 
of  heart  for  the  final  departure.  But  when 
last  I  saw  her,  two  years  ago,  upon  bidding 
her  farewell,  she  freely  expressed  her  hope 
and  her  expectation  that  our  next  meeting 
would  be  in  the  mansion  above  not  made 
with  hands.  Death  waa  to  her  thinking, 
even  then,  a  familiar  theme,  and  not  unwel- 
i  come.  She  was  not  quite  ready  to  say  with 
the  aged  Simeon,  “Lord,  now  lettest  Thon 
Thy  servant  depart  in  peace,  for  mine  eyes 
have  seen  my  salvation for  some  things 
were  not  yet  to  her  mind.  Her  great 
motherly  heart,  enlarged  by  the  grace  of 
Christ,  yearned  over  her  children,  and  she 
was  in  pain  to  bring  them  all  to  the  new 
spiritual  life — the  birth  of  love  and  faith 
and  hope. 

The  fathers  and  the  mothers  are  passing 
away,  one  by  one,  and  the  pillars  of  society 
are  falling,  but  still  the  structure  stands  and 
grows.  The  faith  and  the  moral  principles 
of  the  fathers  are  adopted  by  the  children,  I 


and  with  fresher  zeal,  with  increased  intelli- 
gence  and  a  larger  liberality,  are  carried  on 
and  applied  to  new  uses,  as  society  puts  ' 
forth  new  demands.  Thus  out  of  decay 
springs  new -and  stronger  life. 

God  ever  lives.  The  church  is  founded 
upon  a  rock,  against  which  the  gates  of  hell 
cann'ot  prevail,  and  the  cause  of  human 
redemption,  for  which  these  churches  wore 
built,  is  destined  still  more  mightily  to  grow 
until  the  great  mystery  is  solved  and  death 
is  swallowed  up  in  victory. 

You  who  mourn  the  loss  of  a  mother, 
mourn  not  as  those  who  have  no  hope.  It 
is  a  loss,  indeed— the  breaking  of  the  last 
link  that  binds  a  family  together,  and  dark¬ 
ening  of  the  bright,  cheerful  homa.  But 
ouo  mother,  so  but  one  death  of  a  mother 
can  ever  occur  to  any  individual.  Yet  that 
mother’s  faith  and  Christian  principles  cap 
survive  in  her  children  and  grandchildren, 
ever  increasing  and  multiplying  in  the 
coding  generation. 

“Night  luma  to  duy ; 

Storms  die  In  calms  ; 

Winter  wakes  bpring ; 

War  ends  iu  peuee  ; 

Toil  briuga  repose,— 

Then  eheer  up,  cheer  up. 

Death  springs  to  life,— 

Tho’  brief  and  sad  ihy  story  ; 

Thy  yours  all  spent  in  euro  and  gloom. 

J-ook  up!  look  up  ! 

Kternlty  and  joy 

Dunco  through  the  portals  of  the  touib. 


